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	After Days Chronicles Part 1: A Cabin By a Lake

A Cabin By A Lake

Firelight danced across the walls, like a borealis of mist across the night sky, flickering and illuminating the whiteness of her dress with an almost ethereal caress that glistened off the sweat on her skin. She was gently moving a towel across his skin, as she had done countless times these last seventeen days. Her time had been consumed with activity, well planned and almost compulsive, bathe him, forage for berries and herbs, bathe him, make tea and medicinal syrups, feed him, bathe him, work her oils and herbs into a healing wash, bathe him, feed him, and gently rehydrate him, all the while humming a comforting healing song as a mother would to calm a babies sleep. Over and again, this ritual took place, taking time for herself only to bathe, eat and vigilantly nap, always aware of his moans of distress. He stirred softly under her touch as the infusion of herbs and oils cooled his burning skin, but that was not what called him to move. It was the warmth of her, emanating from deep within, almost willing his mind to heal and accept that his body was whole. She watched her hand move up and down his body, fixed on the bare skin glistening behind the satin cloth, wet with the medicinal tallow she was applying. Watching her hand trace the curves of him, feeling him through the fine silky moist swab that separated their flesh but did nothing to dull the sense of him through her fingertips. She had memorized every muscle and sinew, every crevice of his still listless form. She could feel his muscles tense when certain places were touched, and she could feel her own body respond in kind when his showed a life that contradicted his condition and tested her resolve. He moaned, aching to speak, but "where?" was all he could muster. "Shh" she replied, "let your mind waken a little bit more," she continued calmly, while tracing the lines of his ribs and touching her fingers across his forehead, "for now, just rest."

It wasn't long before his shivers came, sooner than she had expected. "Good," she thought, "he'll be on his feet soon". She crossed the room with a step that defied her exhaustion, grabbed the blanket from the chair by the fireplace and made her way back to his side. She slipped off her dress and, with a grace that belied her age, slid into bed and nuzzled up against him, face to face, feeling his breath on her cheek as she pulled the blanket over both their bodies. She felt her own warmth growing, a comfortable energy trembled her legs. It was several hours before his shakes subsided, She rose from the bed, careful not to wake him, and pulled on her dress while watching his stomach rise and fall as the fires light played on his muscles, now taught from the shaking, enhancing their image in her eyes. Settling into the chair, by his side she drifted off as the intertwined scents of their bodies fueled her dreams with an almost primal, woodsy muskiness.

It was morning when he woke with a start, eyes darting around the room, and catching a glimpse of her frame through the diaphanous cloth of her dress. The suns rays showing him every curve and silhouette of her lithe and supple form. Her presence calmed him as glimpses of memory came to him, her soft and healing touch, the firmness of her breast on his chest, the warmth of her energy that had brought him back, from where he did not know. He watched as her chest rose and fell and the suns light caressed her, illuminating her shape through her now translucent gown. She woke, and like she had so many times this past month, checked on him, and seeing him sitting she smiled, stood from her chair, removed her dress and drifted into bed with him, watching his eyes embracing her now nude form, following the contour of her waist, tracing the scars that stretched from her abdomen to her shoulder blades, widening at the sight of her champagne glass shaped breasts, and finally resting on the subtle mound of hair that covered her sex. When his eyes met hers he saw a longing, no, a knowing, a burning and honest sense of things that drowned out the distance of their ages and with a single smile she pulled the blanket from him and covered him with her lean and lissome form. She placed her head on his chest and feeling him encompass her with his arms, fell into a much deserved sleep.

Another morning came, the smell of raspberries, lavender tea and freshly cooked trout teased her awake. She started to rise, but her body relented. He heard her sigh and crossed the room, a wooden plate in hand. It was his time to care for her. She sat up as he approached, refusing to give in to her exhaustion and let the blanket fall from her breast with no hint of embarrassment, or shame. He sat beside her, feeding her and himself, with every bite she smiled with every sip of tea he put to her lips, her eyes would bore into his and bare herself into him. They spoke, after a time and she told him what she knew. She told him how he had escaped, maybe not escaped exactly, but was split into almost two selves, one self dying in a battle where he sacrificed his body to protect another, as the other part of him was entangled in a temporal vortex, created when her battle magic was combined with (more truthfully, was ran into by) a clumsily cast shielding spell, the combination then created a wave which sent her back five years in time, whisked him apart and carried them both into the future (two years from her viewpoint, seven years from his) and landed them in this secluded cabin, they now resided. The temporal vortex had made him whole, but his mind was still of the thought that he was torn apart, and it took time for the brain to know this truth and for the herbs to heal the burns that did exist and calm the synapses and lessen their pain. He understood then what had come to pass since they had settled here, and even though she had not spoken a word of what she had done since, he knew all that she had done. He knew how this graceful, joyful sprite of a being, had done for nearly a month, what would have been hard pressed for four much more practiced patrons of that art, and he looked upon her with admiration and awe. "Such strength," he thought, "such strength and purpose, in someone so young."

They talked long into the night, the conversation drifting from, things passed, of friends and family, of magic and love. She told him of the five years she had lived that he just passed through. As the sun glowed red on it's descent, fatigue crept upon them both, like a friend. They fell asleep in each others arms. Visions came and the years they had passed through, without witness, filtered into their dreams like a scent that revives a memory. It was another scent that pulled her awake, not just a scent but her scent, and his, it teased at a knowledge in her and lit her path, edging her on a journey she longed to take. She shifted her body to face his and ran her hand up his leg, just as she had so many times those long days past, but differently, for this was the the first time she allowed her hands to touch his flesh without a wall of fabric between them. She felt her way confidently, unhurried but hungrily, up the inside of his thigh to his sex, knowing how he would respond to her touch, watching him show her his coming to life again, feeling him growing in her hand, his flesh tightening and growing in her grasp until she was straining to encompass him. Warmer it felt and steelier it grew, rewarding her efforts with her prize. With a unique gracefulness all her own, she hiked up her dress, rolled her long slender leg over him and slowly lowered herself onto him, surrounding him slowly and steadily. Seconds passed like minutes as she drained every bit of time to the feeling of their joining and when at last she felt the last of him inside her and felt his stomach press to hers she shuddered. Her dress scraped the hardened flesh of her chest, teasing her and sending waves of life through her and as she rolled her hips back slowly an ecstasy crest, one she didn't know possible, and grew in her. The hairs of his loins teasing her most sensitive of places, lifting her higher to her senses. She shuddered as she kissed him and he woke from his dream at the same place he left it, inside her, wrapped in her arms consumed by her fragrance and warm moist velvety grasp. The energy of the room was humming, as he slipped her dress off her in a single slow deliberate motion, he rolled her onto her back. Such a wild beauty, were the words in his mind, such an untempered spirit, such a unencumbered heart. She wrapped herself around him, legs and arms pulling him into her, feeling his weight upon her, feeling his breath on her chest. He felt her strength surround him, their bodies entwined as one. She lifted his face to hers and kissed him with a passion even he had not known. One hand found the small of her back, the other her breast, as he cupped it and teased it. She looked into him, deeper than anyone had ever looked and let him in to the depths of her own soul. She rolled purposefully into him, pulling not just his sex but his essence into her, aching and arching to take him deeper, his lips met hers once more and when he kissed the scars on her ribs she let go. A cool blue fire surrounded them as her release raged through her, he stiffened his back to his own need and slowly, fluidly, teased in and out of her. Her hands clenched his back and his own walls fell and the blue flame grew white around them as his seed flowed into her, their two bodies flushed with the essence of each other.

They looked into each other and feeling the truth of it, laughed, a good and much needed laugh, a soul binding sound of joy and honesty.

"We should try that again," she said "only next time without the three weeks of foreplay."  
>and their laughter grew, filling the cabin with hope.<p>

When they caught their breath he rolled her back on top of him, nestled her head to his chest and wrapped her in his arms. They drifted asleep as the moonlight danced across the lake and through the cabins window.

They woke to the sounds of rain and birdsong, feeling more alive than either ever had. They showered each other, gathered fruits and food and fed each other as if the were one body of two souls. They spoke little, enjoying just the presence of the other and the sounds of the life around them.

"Sirius?"  
>"Yes love?"<br>"I think the nargles have gone."  
>"No Lu, They're just over there by the stream, in the mistletoe over the bend. They wondered if you would keep them, they've grown quite fond of you."<br>"I think i shall, I do miss them when they're gone."

"So my lovely Luna, what to do next"  
>"Seriously Sirius?","hmm", "Ever have sex with a ghost?" she asked, as she skipped across the stream to pet a bunny.<p> 


End file.
